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Lethal Imagination 



Father sent me to a primary school in a farming area in Khri ka after I 
finished first grade in the primary school in my home community - a 
herding area. On my first day at the new primary school, Bkra g.yang 
impressed me with his humorous behavior, which made everyone 
laugh. He was very friendly, so I didn't feel lonely nor like I was a 
stranger. I learned that he had not been promoted to the next grade, 
which is how we became classmates. 

Bkra g.yang and others from nearby often went home in the 
evening, and when they returned to school the next day, they regularly 
brought fruit and baked bread in their school bags for lunch. They 
shared this food with those of us who were from distant herding areas 
and slept in the school overnight. Bkra g.yang often had apples, pears, 
home-made baked bread, and cooked ears of corn, which he shared 
with us almost every day. Sometimes, the shoulder strap of his school 
bag broke because the contents were so heavy. 

As winter approached, the local children brought their toys to 
school. Those of us who boarded at the school repeatedly asked to play 
with these toys. Boys brought wooden tops and lashed them with a 
whip, which gave off sharp, loud sounds as the tops spun faster and for 
a longer time on the ground. The students had made most of the toys 
themselves. Bkra g.yang's toys were always the best. He had toys that 
most of us had never seen before. Even if there was only a short, five- 
minute break between classes, Bkra g.yang would rush outside the 
classroom and engage the students in very energetic play. He liked to 
imitate what he had learned from watching TV the previous night at 
home. 

The problem was that he often failed examinations. Sometimes 
he even got a zero. The teachers scolded, "Are you going to take 'eggs' 
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home again?" or "How are you going to eat your special 'egg'? With one 
chopstick or a pair of chopsticks?" 

The next year, he was again not promoted to the next grade. 
While we were in the third grade, he was still a student in the second 
grade. Both his parents and teachers had agreed to this. It was 
common for students to repeat a grade. I noticed that, as before, Bkra 
g.yang was surrounded by classmates during breaks, was still 
humorous, and continued to bring toys from home. 

When I was about to graduate from junior middle school in the 
same large school complex seven years later, Bkra g.yang was in the 
fifth grade of primary school. He was a monitor, and many of his 
classmates called him, "Father." Bkra g.yang's parents and teachers 
agreed that Bkra g.yang should repeat grades, noticing that he made 
slight progress as measured by his school marks when he repeated the 
same grade. 

While I was attending senior middle school in Khri ka County 
Town a year later, I learned that Bkra g.yang had dropped out of school, 
and was doing construction work with the local men. By this time, he 
was about nineteen years old. 

A year later, I heard what had happeed to him. He had been 
driving to the local temple on his family's motorcycle. A village woman 
irrigating a field had seen Bkra g.yang speeding on the expressway. 
Bkra g.yang noticed the woman and just at that moment, saw a truck 
in front of him. He squatted on his motorcycle while it was speeding, 
jumped off, and hugged a nearby tree, a maneuver many had seen on 
TV. 

The doctor said that his liver had exploded from the impact. 

He died that afternoon. 


Tibetan Terms 
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